Cursed then the day and hour when from the earta,
A living creature, nature gave him birth.

For, beyond any doubt, this poor old man

Had always feared the marquis soon would tire,

And doubted since the marriage first began,

If when the lord had satisfied desire,

He would not think a wife of station higher,

For one of his degree, had been more right,

And send her thence as soon as ever he might.

To meet his daughter hastily went he,
For he, by noise of folk, knew her coming;
And with her old coat, such as it might be,
He covered her, full sorrowfully weeping;
But the coat over her he could not bring,
For poor the cloth, and many days had passed
Since on her marriage day she wore it last.

Thus with her father, for a certain space,

Did dwell this flower of wifely meek patience,

Who neither by her words nor in her face,

Before the people nor in their absence,

Showed that she thought to her was done offense;

Nor of her high estate a remembrance

Had she, to judge by her calm countenance.

No wonder, though, for while in high estate,
Her soul kept ever full humility;
No mouth complaining, no heart delicate,
No pomp, no look of haughty royalty,
But full of patience and benignity,
Discreet and prideless, always honourable,
And to her husband meek and firm as well.

Men speak of Job and of his humbleness,
As clerks, when they so please, right well can write
Concerning men, but truth is, nevertheless,
Though clerks' praise of all women is but slight,
No man acquits himself in meekness quite
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